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One Last Goodbye 


‘Every song on the radio's about us tonight, all the words making it hard to forget as the memories flash by me 


night affer night, the moments we won't regret." 


"Ready?" Tico asked his band members as they closed the doors and buckled themselves in 

"Yep!" The four said He started the hour-long drive to their favorite hot spot in New Jersey. It was silent for 
the first fifteen minutes. They weren't really keen on talking in the car. 

"Let's listen to some music! Yo! Tic! Turn on the radio!" Jon called to the front of the truck. Tico held a 
thumbs up and cranked up the radio. "I Don't Wanna Miss a Thing" came on. Richie closed his eyes and sighed, 
holding back tears that threatened his eyes. 

"Please change it” The brunette pleaded. Tico quickly changed it to another station 

"Now for a highly requested song. Never Say Goodbye by Bon Jovi." The guitar intro started and Tico changed 
it again. Love song after love song. What the hell? Are they trying to break me? Richie thought as the 
drummer turned off the radio altogether. Today just wasn't his day. 


"F there's bad blood between us or feelings unsaid, dont say a word Just hold me instead" 


Richie sat on the couch with Jenifer, glancing at her from the corner of his eye. She didn't say a word and 


she didn't so much as glance in his direction. The tension was known amongst everybody in the room. They all 
knew what was going on. Instead of trying to break it, everybody stared blankly at the television in front of 
them, watching yet another Monty Python episode. Minute after minute, Jennifer seemed to be getting closer 
until her head finally rested on his shoulder. A smile grew on his face as he wrapped his arms around her 
side, pulling her closer. 


"lm sorry ..” 
‘One kiss for the night we met." 


Richie walked quietly amongst the hundred students in the hallway, heading for his next class. He wasn't really 
paying attention to where he was going. All he could think about was getting home and getting ready for the 
gig that night. He kept going over what he was to play tonight and where he would go afterwards to celebrate 
another job well done until he ran right into something. Or someone. He shook out of his thoughts and looked 
down, seeing it was a woman he had knocked down. 

‘I'm so sorry!" He said, offering a hand to help her up. She took his hand, using his and her strength combined 
to lift herself up. 

"Don't be. It's my fault. | shouldn't have been reading while walking." 

"Nah. | was zoned out. | should've been paying attention" A light brush of pink spread across her cheeks. 
"What's your name?" 

"Jennifer." 


"Richie." 
"One for the dreams we shared" 


One sat across from the other, both with guitars in hand. "So what do you plan on doing in life, Mr. Sambora?" 
Richie smiled and rolled his eyes. 

"Well, | plan on being a professional musician How about you, Ms. Williams?" He teased right back. 

"Well, my plan's the same as yours." Who would've known, right? 


‘One for the laughter and tears." 


Richie wiped the tears from Jennifer's face. "Hey. Look at me." She looked up at him through watered eyes, 
trying to compose herself. "It's all going to be all right. Okay?" She only nodded. "Hey. | know what'll make you 
feel better." She looked at him curiously but then realized too late what he was going to do. His fingers found 
his way to her waist, tickling her. She fell into a fit of giggles, trying to push him away from her. He laughed 
as she struggled in his grip, too weak to make him stop. 

"Okay! Okay!" She laughed. He finally stopped. He held her close as she caught her breath, cursing him under it. 
He just chuckled and kissed the side of her head. 

"Better?" 

"Way. | love you, Richie." 


"I love you too, Jenn" 


"One final rendezvous." 


| have somewhere | want to take you." 

"Where would that be, cowboy?" Richie's eyes lit up with excitement and happiness that just made Jennifer 
melt. 

"Don't ask questions.” Before she could say anything else, he grabbed her wrist and dragged her out the door. 
They walked for a good twenty minutes, not saying a word. They reached a field that had a picnic blanket on 
the ground with a guitar laying at the side. She looked up at her husband with a smile, knowing why he 
brought her out here. Just like our first date. 


"One last | love you." 


Richie flinched as he looked around the room, knowing exactly why and what he was doing there. Jennifer 
watched him with tired eyes as he crossed the room and knelt beside her, taking her hand. 

"You're going to be all right, Jenny. | promise." 

"Richie ." 

"Yes?" She pulled him closer with the little strength she had left and kissed him. He kissed her back, feeling the 
tears rolling down his face. 

"| love you." 


"| love you too." 


‘One lasting memory. One dance for old times. Girl, dont you think you and | deserve one last goodbye?" 


